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Collection 

During the hymn “Love divine, all loves excelling” there will be a 

collection for Veterans Aid and the Church of St Botolph-without-

Bishopsgate. If you are a UK taxpayer please complete the Gift Aid 

envelope provided. 

Card or contactless donations may also be made -  
please use the machine at the back of the church as you leave. 

 

After the service 
 

Please join us for refreshments in the Church Hall 
(turn right out of the garden entrance to the church) 

 

  



Order of Service 
 

Please stand when the bell rings 
 

Choir: Ave Verum Corpus 

Ave verum corpus, natum de Maria Virgine, 
Vere passum, immolatum in cruce pro homine, 

Cuius latus perforatum unda fluxit sanguine, 
Esto nobis praegustatum in mortis examine. 

Hail, true body, born of Mary, spotless Virgin’s virgin birth, 
Thou who truly hangedst weary on the Cross for sons of earth; 

Thou whose sacred side was riven, whence the water flowed and blood; 
O may’st thou, dear Lord, be given at death’s hour to be our food. 

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 1756-91 

 
Please remain standing 

 
Welcome and Bidding Prayer 

The Revd David Armstrong 
 

Please remain standing 
 

Hymn: The Lord’s my shepherd 

The Lord’s my shepherd, I’ll not want; 
He makes me down to lie 

In pastures green; he leadeth me 
The quiet waters by. 

My soul he doth restore again,  
And me to walk doth make 

Within the paths of righteousness, 
E’en for his own name’s sake. 

Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale, 
Yet will I fear no ill: 

For thou art with me, and thy rod 
And staff me comfort still.  



 

My table thou hast furnishèd 
In presence of my foes; 

My head thou dost with oil anoint, 
And my cup overflows. 

Goodness and mercy all my life 
Shall surely follow me; 

And in God’s house for ever more 
My dwelling-place shall be. 

Paraphrase of Psalm 23, Scottish Psalter 1650 Crimond, Jessie Irvine 1836-87 

 
Please sit 

 
Reading: Fear no more the heat o’ the sun 

read by Madhav Shama 

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages: 

Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 
To thee the reed is as the oak: 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Fear no more the lightning flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder stone; 

Fear not slander, censure rash; 
Thou hast finished joy and moan: 
All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

concluded over 

  



No exorciser harm thee! 
Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 

Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Nothing ill come near thee! 
Quiet consummation have; 

And renowned be thy grave! 

From ‘Cymbeline’, Act IV Scene 2, William Shakespeare 1564-1616 

 
Please stand 

 
Hymn: How great thou art 

O Lord my God, when I in awesome wonder, 
Consider all the worlds thy Hands have made; 

I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder, 
Thy power throughout the universe displayed. 
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to thee, 

How great thou art, how great thou art. 
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to thee, 

How great thou art, how great thou art! 

When through the woods, and forest glades I wander, 
And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees. 

When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur 
And see the brook, and feel the gentle breeze. 

Then sings my soul… 

And when I think that God, his Son not sparing, 
Sent him to die, I scarce can take it in; 

That on a Cross, my burdens gladly bearing, 
He bled and died to take away my sin. 

Then sings my soul… 

When Christ shall come, with shout of acclamation, 
And take me home, what joy shall fill my heart. 

Then I shall bow, in humble adoration, 
And then proclaim: "My God, how great thou art!" 

Then sings my soul… 

Carl Gustav Boberg 1859-1940, tr. Stuart K Hine 1899-1989 Swedish folk melody 



Please sit 
 

Tribute 
given by John Hancox 

 
 

Choir: Laudate Dominum 

Laudate Dominum omnes gentes:  
    laudate eum, omnes populi. 
Quoniam confirmata est super nos misericordia eius: 
    et veritas Domini manet in aeternum. 
Gloria Patri et Filio:  
    et Spiritui Sancto. 
Sicut erat in principio et nunc et semper:  
    et in saecula saeculorum. Amen. 

O praise the Lord, all ye heathen:  
    praise him, all ye nations. 
For his merciful kindness is ever more and more towards us:  
    and the truth of the Lord endureth for ever. 
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son:  
    and to the Holy Ghost. 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be:  
    world without end. Amen. 

Psalm 117 Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 1756-91 

 
 

Reading 

The parable of the Good Samaritan: St Luke 10: 25-37 
read by Hugh Douglas-Pennant 

 
 

Tribute 
given by Wing Commander Dr Hugh Milroy OBE BTh MA PhD DCL (h.c.) 

 
  



 
 

Choir: Nearer, my God, to thee 

Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee! 
E'en though it be a cross that raiseth me; 

Still all my song shall be nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee! 

Though like the wanderer, the sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, my rest a stone; 

Yet in my dreams I'd be nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee! 

There let the way appear steps unto heav'n; 
All that thou sendest me in mercy giv'n; 

Angels to beckon me nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee! 

Sarah Flower Adams 1805-41  Bethany, Lowell Mason 1792-1872 

 
 

Please sit or kneel 
 
 

Prayers 
led by The Revd Mark Bezerra Speeks 

concluding with the Lord’s Prayer said by all: 

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name.  
Thy kingdom come; thy will be done,  

on earth as it is in heaven.  
Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses,  

as we forgive those who trespass against us.  
And lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil.  

For thine is the kingdom, the power, and the glory,  
for ever and ever. Amen. 

 
  



During the following hymn there will be a collection for Veterans Aid  

and the Church of St Botolph-without-Bishopsgate. If you are a UK 

taxpayer please complete the Gift Aid envelope provided. 

(Card or contactless donations may also be made -  

please use the machine at the back of the church as you leave.) 

 

Please stand 

 
Hymn: Love Divine, all loves excelling 

Love divine, all loves excelling 
Joy of heaven, to earth come down, 

Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies crown. 

Jesu, thou art all compassion, 
Pure, unbounded love thou art. 

Visit us with thy salvation; 
Enter every trembling heart. 

Come, Almighty, to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive. 

Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave. 

Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve thee as thy hosts above, 

Pray, and praise thee without ceasing, 
Glory in thy perfect love. 

Finish, then, thy new creation; 
Pure and spotless let us be. 

Let us see thy great salvation 
Perfectly restored in thee. 

Changed from glory into glory, 
Till in heaven we take our place, 

Till we cast our crowns before thee, 
Lost in wonder, love and praise. 

Charles Wesley 1707-88 Love divine, Sir John Stainer 1840-1901  



 
The Regimental Collect of the Honourable Artillery Company 

The Revd Mark Bezerra Speeks 

Almighty God, whom to serve is perfect freedom, and by whose 
providence the Honourable Artillery Company has proudly fulfilled 
its citizenship in the ancient capital of our land; grant that, armed 
with the shield of faith and the sword of the spirit, we may serve 

thee in freedom and peace as citizens of that other realm of which 
our Saviour Christ is Lord of Lords and King of Kings. Amen. 

 
 

Blessing 
The Revd David Armstrong 

The choir conclude the blessing by singing: 

God be in my head, and in my understanding; 
God be in mine eyes, and in my looking; 

God be in my mouth, and in my speaking; 
God be in my heart, and in my thinking; 

God be at mine end, and at my departing. 

Sarum Primer 1514 Sir Henry Walford Davies 1869-1941 

 
Please remain standing as the clergy and choir depart 

 
 

Organ Music 
Royal Horse Artillery (Walk March) 

Princess Louisa Victoria, HRH Duchess of Kent 1786-1861 
 
 
 
 
 

Please join us for refreshments in the Church Hall 
(turn right out of the garden entrance to the church) 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 


